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The Dance 


Author's Notes: 
Supah gay. Just a lil one shot that showed up in my head after seeing the interview where Satchel says he 


wears women's underwear. 


The last situation he had expected to find himself in that night was being fucked into a stranger's mattress, 
thighs wrapped tightly around said ‘stranger’, strong, callused hands firm on his hips. Fingers dug into the lean 
muscle of his ass and he couldn't stop himself from- 


It had started out as a normal day. 


He woke up naked and cold around six. t was always unbearably stuffy in his apartment when he slept, but 


freezing when he woke up. There was no way to find a perfect middle. 


Fumbling into some tight black jeans that accented his strong thighs, he added on a sleeveless Poison shirt. It 
showed off his built arms and shoulders, as it should. 


He ran a brush through his unruly reddish-brown locks, pulling them back into a loose ponytail. A few minutes 


later, pitch-black eyeliner had joined the party. 
By seven-thirty, he was ready to leave for work. 
His job was.. peculiar. 

His shift started at nine. 

PM. 


It was a different kind of work that he couldn't decided whether he liked or disliked. True, he had only signed up 
for it on a dare - but after finding how well it paid, it helped when money was tight. And money was always 
tight nowadays. 


He got into his car and drove the way down to the club on Main Street. Parking in his designated spot with the 
other ‘employees’, it wasn't long before he found himself with the dress of the day - nothing truly new. The 
first time he'd tried these garments on, it had been humiliating. Since then, he had adjusted to the feeling of 


translucent black thigh highs and women's underwear. 
He traced his finger down the seam on the back of his calf, biting his lip softly. 


Shaking himself out of it, he stood and slipped into the low pumps he'd wear on the stage. Staring at his 
accented body in the mirror now, he wondered how he ever sold his soul into this. 


‘Satchel, you're on stage in five." One of his fellow workers popped his head into the dressing room, receiving 


only a nod from the man posing in front of the mirror. 


Once the door closed behind him once more, Satchel undid his ponytail and let the wavy locks tumble over his 
pale skin, the dark shades of his hair a sharp contrast. His bangs fell into his face, and he frowned, grabbing 
his bandana out of the back pocket of his now-abandoned jeans. He quickly tied it around his head and pinned 
his hair back. 


He couldn't help but stare at his body for another few moments. He wasn't the curviest of the guys working 
there, but he made up for it with the rest of his body, and most of the customers didn't mind anyway. His 
sinewy thighs seemed almost more built in the fair amount of practically nothing he had donned, the bulge in 
the panties slightly growing as his eyes shifter lower. 


Damn, he was so hot he even turned himself on. 
It was just another night at work. A few hours on and off the stage, some walking around, some dances. It was 


something he could deal with. It was something he had been dealing with - for almost a year now, actually. Out 


of anything he made that night, he'd probably only get to keep a little over half of it. Having to pay the club 


for the time to ‘preform’ was a problematic situation, but in the end, he'd never made so much money. 


In truth, he wasn't doing much better than he had been a year ago. Fresh out of college, loans on his tail, little 
to no friends or people to go to - the minimum wage job he had achieved at first just didn't cut it. So he had 


turned to the local club for a second chance before he lost everything. 


It used to be a joy to go when he was feeling up to it, sometimes a trouble on bad days, but otherwise, always 


a numbing experience. 
He always left with a frown and a slightly fatter wallet. 
"Satchel!" 


He groaned to himself softly, checking his makeup once in the mirror before trotting out to the stage, 
switching shifts with another man. 


No one paid much attention to the change except for the ones who had been watching the stripper he'd 
replaced, who were gazing up at him with a glint in their eyes. Or the glint may have been the lights. Satchel 
couldn't tell. 


One of the men below him caught his eye, though, and he found himself working his body in favor of the tall, 
long-haired blond smirking up at him. 


Making sure he wasn't paying too much attention to the sexy blond, he turned and squatted down in front of 
the man behind him, who flicked a couple of dollars towards him. It was about then that Satchel felt a hand on 
his behind, and something crinkly stuck into the backside of his underwear. He forced himself not to check how 


much it was and turned his head back to the man, sending a wink in his direction. 


The couple hours seemed to go by as minutes when the next dancer tapped him on the shoulder and took his 


place. 


For the first time, Satchel actually didn't want to get off the stage. He felt the blond's gaze on his backside 
until he was hidden behind the curtain. 


Once he got back to the dressing room, he tugged out the wad of cash stuffed in his behind. 


It was a hundred dollars, more than he had ever gotten from one customer - and he didn't even dance for 
him. 


He felt the urge to run back out and thank the man, but that was just. strange. Especially in this outfit. He 
had to change. 


His expenses for the night were neatly laid out for him in front of his vanity, as always. He slipped the cash 


wanted into the envelope that'd be collected later and pocketed the rest. He slipped back into his outfit from 
earlier, running his hands over his toned thighs. He liked them a lot. 


He exited back into the bar area of the club, eyes scanning the crowd for the blond man unapologetically, but 
finding nothing. Giving up for the day, he trotted out the door and drove his way home. Maybe he'd be back 


tomorrow. 


The next day was practically identical, save for a change of outfit into a lusty red. It had occurred to him 
early on that he was one of the only workers willing to wear lingerie, but he couldn't help it - he loved how it 
looked and felt on his body. The skimpy articles of clothing made him feel far more attractive than he felt in 


the plain briefs the other men wore - he was sure the customers tipped him more for it, too. 
And it wasn't like he didn't wear it in his free time, too. 


The entire shift went by without a sighting of the blond from the night before. It disappointed him, but 
perhaps he'd be back for the next shift he had. He didn't work again until Saturday night, when the club's 
largest crowd was. Most likely, he'd be there. 


Satchel wanted to dance for him. 


He'd never pointed out someone in the crowd and thought, ‘| want to dance on him’ before, but here he was. 
He'd also never searched for the same person before. To him, all customers were the same. Except for that 


one man. 


The two days off of work were almost nerve-wracking. He couldn't understand why he was so anxious - the 
man had already seen him 90% naked. He'd already shaken his ass in that man's face, already had the man 
reach out and caress his thighs and touch his heated skin before Satchel teasingly brushed his hands away. 


Now, sitting at home, lounging in an oversized sweatshirt and boxers, Satchel couldn't call himself anything near 
attractive. He was worried about paying the bills but here he was, extending the TV bill furthermore. 


It always seemed the safest thing to do these days at home was sleep. You aren't using power for light, or 


electronics, or water. 
He was always terrified of waking up one day and realizing he didn't have the money to pay the bills. 


Saturday, he woke up, and the bills were in his mailbox. His heart dropped into his stomach when he saw the 
house expenses were creeping up and soon, it'd be too much. He had to work his ass off tonight. At the 
moment, he didn't think he had enough cash to pay for his basic needs. It was a nightmare. 


The drive to the club seemed to take longer than normal. It was only when he arrived that he realized that it 
had taken longer than usual, and he was running ten minutes behind. Not late, just less time to get ready. The 


stress of his bills was weighing on him, now, and he was worried he wouldn't do a good enough job because of 


The choice of uniform handed to him today was new. The leather he laid out on the chair almost intimidated 
him, as if it would hurt him. The jet-black garter belt slipped easily on over the lace covering his crotch, 
connecting to the - my, god - mid-thigh leather boots. They stuck to his skin uncomfortably, but he had to 
admit - they looked great. He could've passed for a dominatrix if they gave him a whip. 


Satchel almost hoped the blond dude was into that shit. 


He had been told when he got in that he wouldn't be on the stage tonight - they were already almost double- 
booked for the stage. But doing some dances would get him the cash he needed. 


He ventured out into the crowd, purposely dragging his hand along bodies as he went. His eyes were searching 


again, though, scouring the people for you-know-who. 


It seemed miracle struck that night, and Satchel's gaze fell upon the blond man by the bar. He was sipping a 
beer, not really watching the show. 


It was about then that Satchel realized he wasn't watching the show because he was staring right at him. 


A small smirk tugged at Satchel's lips. He flipped some of his hair over his shoulder, strutting his way over to 
the man leaning against the bar. 


"Can | help you with anything, sir? My name's Satchel." He murmured, voice low and sultry in the other man's 
ear. His every instinct screamed to step closer and touch him, but he wanted to respect his boundaries. It was 
clear said boundaries were thrown out the window when the blond's hand found itself firm on Satchel's hip, 
pulling their bodies flush against each other. The brunette's breath caught in his throat, now face-to-face 
with the man he'd be searching for. 


"0-oh, l-" 
"I think there's quite a lot you can ‘help’ me with, Satchel. Take this to the back?" 


Satchel almost fainted at the sound of the other man's voice. He'd never felt so much wanton in his life. The 
heat was pooling in his gut when he gently grabbed the other man by the wrist and led him to one of the 


rooms where the dances took place. 
"Anyone ever tell you how good you look in black?" 


A breathy little laugh accompanied the teasing question, and Satchel rolled his eyes, chuckling softly and pulling 
the curtain behind them. He turned to find the man already in the chair, thighs spread. Expectant. Satchel bit 
his lip softly, stepping close. He slid onto his knees, running his hands up the man's thighs, pausing just before 
that certain spot. He paused for a moment, glancing up at him. 


| don't normally do this, but - whats your name?" 
"Michael. Whats your real name?" 


"Russ." There wasn't a hint of hesitation in the man's voice as he smiled suggestively up at newly-named 


Michael. 


"Well, Russ." Michael murmured, gently grabbing him by the shoulders and tugging him into his lap. A soft 
gasp escaped his slightly-chapped lips as his hardening member brushed with Michael's. The larger man only 


smirked, burying his nose in Russ' hair. 


"| wanna take you back to my place and fuck you right, baby. You've been on my mind since | first saw you 
the other night. | know you were doing that to me purposely. | know you want me too." 


Russ nearly moaned aloud at these words, but forced it back down his throat to regain his composure. 
"You wanted a dance, though-" 


"And you'll get paid for one. With an added bonus, love." Michael's crystal blue eyes winked slyly, sending Russ’ 
stomach turning. He'd never felt so stripped - naked, physically and emotionally. 


It was about time for Russ take back his dominant position. 


He slid down Michael's lap, kneeling between his thighs once more. Soft kisses pressed to the growing bulge in 


Michael's jeans until Russ felt the need to take it out and see what he'd be playing with later. 


"Fuck, Russ." The heavy moan from above urged him to continue, undoing his button and zipping down the fly. 
Jeans shimmied down to the calves, slowly falling to the ankles as Russ moved around them. The damp circle 
against Michael's white boxer briefs brought his own erection to life, straining against the lacy panties. He was 


almost glad Michael couldn't see. 


"C'mon" There were fingers running through his hair, tugging softly on the locks. The thought of having his 
hair pulled always got Russ going, causing him to moan softly, cheeks flushing. Michael smirked down softly at 
the man between his thighs. 


Russ gently peeled away the tight fabric, licking his lips as Michael's hardness sprung up just in front of his 
nose. The blond hissed softly as Russ' lips pressed a light kiss to the tip, moaning fully when the smaller man 


took his cock inside. 


"Shit-" Michael's exclamation was cut off by another groan of pleasure as Russ began to bob his head, 
dragging his tongue along the underside. His hands found their way downwards until they tangled in the exotic 


dancer's flowing locks. Russ moaned around Michael's member, the vibrations of his throat almost pushing the 


blond over the edge. 


Michael gently removed Russ's head from his cock before he thrusted into his mouth and lost all control. Russ 


stared up at him with a questioning glance. 


"You were doing wonderfully, love - but | want to take this somewhere else." Michael hinted again at taking 


Russ home with him. 


The brunette blushed - even more than before, if possible - sitting up and sliding into Michael's lap. His prick 


was obvious, showing through his uniform, begging to be released. 


| want to go with you." Russ whispered harshly in Michael's ear, feeling the blond's hands settle firm and 


strong on his ass. 


That was all Michael needed to hear. 


Russ couldn't bring himself to even care if he was fired for leaving his shift early and not returning the 
outfit. He'd only thrown on his jeans over the boots - no matter how uncomfortable it was, he had to go. He 
grabbed his bag and hightailed it to where Michael was waiting in the parking lot. He'd never been quite so 
desperate, so turned on - he could barely bring himself to break connection with Michael to go get his things. 


Now, sitting shotgun in Michael's yellow Camaro, the hand resting on his inner thigh keep him wanting, 


squeezing every once in a while, soft glances and smirks being passed between the two men 


Going home with a stranger wasn't the smartest thing Russ had ever done, but he was hard. And he wanted 


Michael. 

They pulled up to an average-sized house, hidden by a few trees in a small front yard. Russ had never lived in 
the suburbs, and it fascinated him. But what was more fascinating was the hand opening his car door when he 
forgot how to snap himself out of his thoughts. 

"Oh! Sorry-" Russ' eyes widened when his exclamation was cut off by Michael's soft lips meeting his own. 


"C'mon, beautifull" 


The compliments seemed to be spilling out of Michael's lips now, and Russ almost felt like he might not be the 


only one feeling something more. 


Michael led Russ upstairs to his bedroom, biting his lip and leaning against the wall as Russ shimmied out of 
his jeans and boots. Michael raised a hand out before he removed the rest of his attire, though, and took a 
few steps towards him. He sucked on his lip, running his fingers through his blond locks for a moment, just 


studying the gorgeous man in front of him. 
"Fuck, you look so good in that.” 
There was a pause. 


"But it'd be even better to see you out of it” 


Another step or two before Michael pressed his lips to Russ’ once more, slipping his tongue past the other 
man's lips in the moment of surprise. He tossed Russ onto the bed, crawling in on top of him after stripping 
himself down to just his boxers. Russ wrapped his legs around Michael's hips, moaning softly as the larger man 


pressed suckling kisses down his neck and collarbone. Those would leave a mark. 
It wasn't long until Michael's boxers and the leftovers of Russ’ outfit joined the pile of clothing on the ground. 


Soft moans echoed throughout the bedroom as Russ spread his legs, allowing Michael to press kisses down his 
thighs, sucking harder as he got closer to Russ’ entrance. Above him, the smaller brunette was a sweating 
mess, and Michael couldn't help but chuckle at the noises that came out of Russ when he pressed a kiss to 


his pucker. He breathed for a moment before pressing his tongue inside. 
"Mmf! Shit- |, oh!" 


The noises escaping from the brunette alone were enough to get Michael off. Russ’ hands tangled in his hair, 


and he felt the other man's strong thighs find their way around his head. 


"F-fuck." Russ whimpered when Michael came back up to lean over him after a minute, nuzzling into his black- 
and-blueing neck. The blond closed his eyes for a few brief moments, allowing himself to take in all of Russ 
before lining himself up and pushing inside. He moaned almost instantly, throwing his head back as his jaw fell 


open. 


"Nngh, Michael!" Russ hissed, tightening his legs around the larger man's body. He sucked roughly on his 
bottom lip as Michael began to move, letting his head fall back against the mattress. 


They kept at it for another few minutes, but all too soon Michael felt the familiar burn of his orgasm deep in 


his gut. Russ was feeling the same, and made it much more vocal. 

"Fuck! Michael, I'm gonna- oh! Oh! l'm- nngh." 

Michael leaned closer to his new-found lover, pressing their lips together roughly one last time before he let 
out a high-pitched cry of pleasure into Russ' shoulder as he finished. The smaller man below him hissed, 


arching his back as he came on his stomach and Michael's. 


The blond collapsed on top of Russ, leaving a few moments to recollect their thoughts and emotions. 


"Fuck" Russ mumbled breathlessly, laughing softly and pressing a kiss to Michael's forehead. The other man 
smiled up at him, rolling to his side and wiping them off with the comforter. He could clean it later. 


It wasn't long before Russ had snuggled up to Michael, legs tangled together, arms wrapped around waists. It 


was a peaceful few minutes. 


"I think | may have lost my job." Russ murmured, snickering. "I didn't return the clothes, and they don't want 
anyone going home with customers. But-" Russ continued when Michael raised a worried eyebrow. "-I think 


you're something more than a customer. To me, at least.” 
"Russ, will you be alright if they do. fire you?" 


The small shrug in reply made Michael's stomach drop. Even though he'd only known this man for a few days, 


he already felt a strong connection that he would never wish to lose. 


"Russ, if you're afraid of losing your place, you can always, uh, l-live with me. If you just want to be 


roommates that's fine, we don't have to be anything more if you aren't comfortable with that or-" 


"Shh" Russ pressed a quick kiss to Michael's lips. The slim fingers entwining with Michael's own under the 
sheets were proof enough that Russ didn't want to be ‘just roommates’. His smooth voice jerked Michael out 


of his thoughts. 


‘| can't- live with you, burden you like that. | have no way of bringing in money until | find a new job, and I'l 


just be a nuisance-" 


"No, no. You would never be a problem, Russ. Hey, man, I'm not gonna let you live on the streets. If you're 
gonna lose your place, you're coming with me." Michael sat up, taking Russ with him. He was sure he heard the 


brunette sniffle, but he couldn't tell if he was crying in the darkness of the bedroom. 
"You have no idea how much this means to me, Michael. Fuck, how did | end up so lucky to find you?" 
Definitely crying. 


"Shh, shh. | promise everything will be alright. 'm assuming you lived in those apartments real close to Main 
Street, right?" He acknowledged the nod he received in reply. "Yeah, baby, those are expensive. | used to stay 
there, until | got a better job. If | can manage this place on my own, | can manage you, too. It's okay. Itll be 

better here. And you know what? Soon you'll get a better job than that old gig. I've always been kinda lonely 


since | moved in here, y'know." 


‘I'm behind on my bills." Russ blurted out, burying his nose in Michael's neck. The tears streamed freely down 


his chest and they wrenched Michael's heart. 


"You won't have to worry about them, baby. I'll help you pay them and get out of there, okay? It'll all be over 


soon. Please don't cry, please?" 
Russ didn't reply, save for some sniffling and gasping. He whipped off the bandana on his head, letting his hair 
cover his face. The red highlights shimmered in the moonlight shining in from the one open window next to the 


bed. 


"Hey, |." Michael's voice trailed off once he realized it sounded much too loud in the night silence. After a few 
more minutes, Russ had finally quieted down. The sound of crickets chirped from outside. 


Is it possible to love someone after one night?" 

The question prodded Michael in the chest as Russ slid into his lap. He thought about it for a moment, 
wrapping his arms around the smaller man's body. It made Russ feel safe, and loved. It made Michael's heart 
beat rapidly in his chest as he felt Russ’ own fall into time. He pressed his lips to the brunette's temple, 
holding him tightly against his body. 

"| don't know. But if you're telling me that you love me, | believe you because | feel it too." 

Russ’ dark eyes shimmered in the shadows as he glanced up at him. 


"I love you, Michael." 


ove you, Too, Kuss. 
"I love you, too, Russ.” 


